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—and  then  the  Blue  Boy 


WHEN  the  last  dull  guest 
has  gone  to  bed  on  a 
night  so  light  that  none  can 
see  a  star,  and  winter  seems 
the  only  time  for  sleep — 

Choose  for  your  companion 
someone  to  whom  the  world 
is  always  new. 

Then  theBlueBoy — in  Blue 
Devil  Blue. 

Step  on  her  boy,  and  lightly 
leave  the  city  pavements  for 
the  twilight  roads. 

Desert  the  town  with  its 
fugitive  yellow  glows  and 
just  go  and  go — as  free  as 
the  corner  of  the  scarlet 
veil,  wind-tossed  against  the 
evening  sky 


No  road  guide  for  the  play- 
mates of  the  Blue  Boy. 

Five  roads  and  turn  to  the 
right.  Five  roads  and  turn 
to  the  left. 

You  won't  have  to  worry 
about  the  luggage.  There's 
a  wonderful  trunk  at  the 
rear,  carrying  everything 
you  could  wish  or  want. 

The  wheelbase  has  been 
lengthened  for  lowness  — 
cushions  hug  the  floor. 

The  top  fits  like  a  swanky 
sport  hat — and  all  is  slender 
— 'cept  the  tires — they  are 
fat. 

Deliveries  now — in  limited 
numbers. 


To  the  men  and  women  of  the  leading  colleges  ivho  expect  to  enter 
business,  the  Jordan  Company  is  ?rniking  an  unusual  proposition.  A 
card,  addressed  to  the  sales  department  avill  bring  complete  information. 
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€MPR€SS 
€XPR€S$ 
SCRVIC6 


Gmbress  of  jcotlai\d-25;oootbns  - 
Smpress  of  France  •  i8,5ootons- 
&mbr  ess  of  Britain  i5,8Sotons- 

Gross     R«o,i.sterecl     Tonnage 

St  Lawrence 
River  Route 
to  £m*!i$K 
Cksmnel  Ports 
Ckerbourg 
Southampton 


Days  at| 

Sea 


London  or 


in  a  Week 


The  St.  Lawrence  River  season  opens  end  of  April, 
1923.  Luxurious  Canadian  Pacific  "Empresses 
of  the  Atlantic"  to  Europe  will  sail  down  this 
sheltered,  historic  and  picturesque  river  from 
Quebec,  commencing  May  12th.  Canadian  Paci- 
fic Monoclass  Cabin  Steamships  (now  sailing  from 
St.  John,  N.B.)  to  Glasgow,  Belfast,  Liverpool  and 
continental  ports,  will  also  resume  sailing  from 
Montreal  on  May  3rd,  1923.  All  Services  Canadian 
Pacific  Standard  throughout   there  is  none  Better. 

DESCRIPTIVE  LITERATURE  ON  APPLICATION 
MAKE  RESERVATIONS  NOW 


Aspirin 

UNLESS  you  see  the  name  "Bayer"  on  tablets,  you 
are  not  getting  Aspirin  at  all 


Accept  only  an  "unbroken  package"  of  "Bayer  Tablets  of 
Aspirin,"  which  contains  directions  and  dose  worked  out  by 
physicians  during  22  years  and  proved  safe  by  millions  for 


Colds 

Headache 

Rheumatism 

Toothache 

Neuralgia 

Neuritis 

Earache 

Lumbago 

Pain,  Pain 

Handy  "Bayer"  boxes  of  12  tablets— Also  bottles  of  24  and  100— Druggists. 

Aspirin  is  the  trade  mark  (registered  in  Canada)  of  Bayer  Manufacture  of  Mono- 
aceticacidester  of  Salicvlicacid.  While  it  is  well  known  that  Aspirin  means  Bayer 
manufacture,  to  assist  the  public  against  imitations,  the  Tablets  of  Bayer  Company 
will    be    stamped    with    their   general    trade    mark,    the    "Baver   Cross." 


I  TINTERN  I 

Tea  Rooms 


47    St.    George  Street 

PHONE:  TRI  NITY  2731 


BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 

Special  Rales:    10    Tickets  $3.00      j 

SUNDAY: 
Dinner,  I  to  2;     Tea,  5  to  6 

E  j 

Luncheon  parties  arranged  for     § 


MODERN  DANCING 

MISS   EDNA    HINCH 

356  Brunswick  Ave. 

Fox  Trot  and  Waltz 

Taught  in  Three  Private 

Lessons 

Special  rate*  to  students 
For     Appointment    Phone   Trinity     37 


Established  1885 

We  are  makers   of  Fine  All  Wool 
Clothing  to  order: 

Suitings 

Overcoatings 
Trouserings 

Trial  Order  Solicited 

Berkinshaw  &  Collier 

316  Yonge  St.,  Toronto 
Telephone  Main  1499 


Goblin 
According  to  A.  S.  M.  Hutchinson 

Somehow  she  was  restless;  it  was  a 
good  sofa,  he  was  a  good  man;  and 
yet  the  little,  big-fingered  girl  was  rest- 
less. "Oh,  dear  Big  Fingers!"  said 
he,  "have  you  ever  thought  how  empty 
the  world  is — each  one  lives  his  own 
life  and  everything  about  him  is  but 
a  part  of  the  stage  setting.  You  re- 
member  Shakespeare,    Big    Fingers? 

'All  the  world's  a  stage 
'And  all  the  men  and  women  merely 
players?' 

"Yes,"  she  said  indistinctly,  feeling 
very  smally. 

He  kissed  her  cheek — and  suddenly 
she  hated  all  men,  all  male  things. 

According    to    Sinclair    Lewis 

The  Boosters'  Club  is  a  great  or- 
ganization with  pep,  zip,  and  zowie. 
Lambert  P.  Listerine  was  a  booster; 
but  as  he  sat  beside  her,  he  felt  he 
was  breaking  loose  from  all  the  dic- 
tates of  a  Rotary  conscience.  "Say, 
Tannic,  the  world  is  a  kind  of  hollow 
place  for  folks  like  you  and  me.  Up 
at  the  U.  we  read  about  Cyrus  W. 
Shakespeare  and  the  world  being  a 
stage.  That  fellow  knew  what  he  was 
talking  about." 

"Yes?" 

He  longed  to  kiss  her,  but  her  cig- 
arette acted  as  a  fence;  very  soon, 
though,  she  gave  him  a  chance  and  he 
took  it.  He  kissed  her.  "Gosh! 
That  gives  a  regular  he-man  like  me 
lots  of  go!  It  makes  things  kind  of 
boom  and  zip.  Gee,  Tannic,  you're 
great!"    he   whispered. 

According    to    the    College    Student 

At  once  he  kissed  her,  and  she 
squealed,  and  they  kissed  again. 
Afterwards  he  said  to  his  roommate, 
"Lord,   she's  some   necker!" 


A  Classic  the  whole  world 
loves 

"VANITY 
FAIR" 


-LOVE,  ADVENTURE,  INTRIGUE 

Coming        All  Richmond  & 

Soon         ji\lL\ZTl      Victoria 


Goblin 


I  must  really  read  the  papers  more. 

I  was  at  Mrs.  Kabbutt's  for  tea  last 
Sunday;  it  was  the  first  affair  of  that 
sort  I've  ever  been  to.  The  conversa- 
tion was  mostly  concerned  with  topics  of 
the  day — about  which  I  know  nothing. 
They  talked  of  Coue  and  his  Auto-sug- 
gestion, and  I  drank  my  tea  in  silence. 
They  talked  of  labor  and  the  high  cost 
of  living,  while  I  ate  a  muffin.  This 
was  all  very  well  as  far  as  I  was  con- 
cerned, since  the  tea  was  good,  and  the 
muffins  delicious.  The  more  they  talk- 
ed, the  better  I  could  eat.  But  Mrs. 
Kabbutt,  casting  a  roving  eye  in  my  di- 
rection, saw  that  I  was  enjoying  myself 
and  came  over  to  engage  me  in  conver- 
sation. 

"Well,  Mr.  Tripp,  and  what  do  you 
think  of  Bonar  Law's  action  in  the  Ruhr 
case?"  she  asked. 

"It  seems  to  me,  Mrs.  Kabbutt,"  I 
replied,  choking  slightly  over  a  bit  of 
muffin,  "that  he  could  have  done  better. 
He  would  only  have  had  ten  years,  if  he 
had  denied  knowing  that  Tumulty  wo- 
man. It  was  just  the  same  in  the  case  of 
this  Mills — " 

I  must  really  read  the  papers  more. 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 

G— G— G 

Some  of  us  whose  present  bank  bal- 
ances may  not  stand  the  strain  are  going 
to  tie  a  red  ribbon  on  the  envelopes  con- 
taining our  income-tax  schedules  and 
paste  labels  thereon,  reading  "Not  to  Be 
Opened  Till  Christmas." 

— New  York  World. 


Tea  Room 
Main  2473 


Cafeteria 
Ad.  2227 


BINGHAM'S 

—LIMITED— 

Store:-  146  Yonge  St. 
Cafeteria:-  84  Yonge  St. 

Noon  Luncheon 
11.30—2  p.  m. 

Afternoon  Teas 
2.30—5  p.  m. 

Evening  Dinner 
5.00—7.30  p.  m. 

Makers  of 

"Polly-Anna  Chocolates" 

"The  Glad  Candies" 


his  is  the  Girl 

Wl 


\\)as  invited    to 
a    COLLEGE 

DANCE ! 
She  fairly  leaped  for  Joy !    r"< 

Bub  m>>  Goodness  !    J  he  poor        ,^ 
dear  had  to  \tfork  so  hard 
at"  Varsity,  attending 
lectures  by  day,  and 
studying  by  nt^ht 
and  Writing  such 
^  AWFUL 
/<!    Exams!-  that  by  the  day 
|  ^  of  the  DANCE  .  she  Went 
home  feeling  like  an  old 
rad.  Honest —she  looked 
old  enoudh  to  be  her  own 
GRANDMOTHER.  rAnd  When  she 
r  saw  her  FACE  in  the  mirror 
&  she  nearly  SWOONED  ! 


fM      e  just' curled  up  in  a 


ball  and  felt  awfully 
y    OLD  and  UGLYrThen 
luckily  a  true  and  loving  lady 
friend  came  dashing  to  the  rescue 
and  bedded  her  to  use  — 

**     BONCILLA 

CLASM1CPACK 
3EAUT1F1ER 

At  first  she  Was  sort  of  skeptical. 
Butbein6curious,she  tried  it.She 
put  it  on-let  it  dry-Washed  it  off- 
a  And  instantly  she  felt  a  NEW  and 
%  GLORIOUS  being.       ^ 

J*'}*  :% 5he  We nt  to  the  dance   ij"? 
y    and  everyone  Was    4$ 
""' \j)  5 tapered  by  her 


BEAUTY 


As 

for 

Jefferson  Jones 
he  proposed 
THAT  VERY  NIGHT 


MORAL '-Get 

BONC1LL-A 
RA.CKAGE-OF-BEA.UTY  -TO-DAY 

It  costs  ONLY  50*  and  contains  4 Complete  Ireatments 
It  includes  dona  lid  CbsmicRtck.Cold CredmYdnishing  Credm  dnd fdee  Powder. 
USE  it-and  you'll  have  lovely  clear  shin-rosy  cheeks-and everything! 

Honest  to  Goodness!     ■•     .  ,    , 

Just  dSRyour  dealer. 


Goblin 


EDDYS  MATCHES 

THE  QUALITY  MATCHES  SINCE  1851 


EDDY'S 

SAFETY 

MATCHES 


EDDY'S 

SESQUI 

MATCHES 


Three  mad  wives 

See  how   they  run, 
They  ordered  Eddy's — to  light  the  fire — 
They  didn't  get  Eddy's — hence  their  ire, 

Three  mad  wives. 

THE  E.  R  EDDY  COMPANY,  LIMITED 

HULL.   QUEBEC. 


5S£! 


I 


Pell 


COPYRIGHT.    1923 
■  V   C     P.    ft   CO 
OF     CAN.     LTO. 


2\rrow 

Collar 

for  spring  ~  A  low 
rolled  front  collar 
of  very  attractive 
appearance. 

Cluett,  Peabody  &.  Co.,  of  Can.  Limited 


££& 


.  5000   B.  C.      Europe  unsettled. 

""  1923   A.  D.      Europe    still    unsettled. — Yellow    Jacket. 

G— G— G 
"No  coppers  will  be  struck  during  the   first  part  of   1923," 
says  a  daily  paper.     An  intelligent  forecast  of  a  decrease  in  the 
crime  wave.  — Humorist 

G— G     G 
"Seeking  the  Ideal  Golf  Ball"  is  the  heading  of  a  contem- 
porary.    Most  people  would  be  quite  satisfied  to  find  the  ordin- 
ary one  they  started  with.      .  — Humorist. 
G— G  —  G 
"I   see,"  said  the   foreign  exchange  man,    "that  Germany  is 
about  to  embark  upon  an  intelligently  conceived  plan  to  stabilize 
the  mark." 

"Hadn't  noticed  it,"  said  the  casual  observer. 
I  j        "Read  that  and  reflect!" 

'London  despatch  says  wholesale  rum  running  by  a  fleet 
of  four  or  five  ships  under  Panama's  flag  is  financed  by  Ger- 
man magnate  and  conducted  from  the  United  States  by  former 
German  of   Hamburg-American   liner.' 

"What's  that  got  to  do  with  the  stabilization  of  the  mark?" 
"Exactly  the  same,"  said  the  Frankfurter  man,  who  got  his 
schooling  on  the  Main,  "as  rum-running  across  the  border  had 
to  do  with  putting  the  dollar  mark  back  in  the  Dominion  buck. 
When  Mr.  Volstead  cut  the  kick  out  of  our  beverages  the  boot- 
leggers put  it  back  into  Canadian  exchange." 

"Well,"    said    the   casual   observer,    "it    would    take   a   good 
deal  of  Pilsner  to  bring  back  the  mark  to  par." 

"Well,  it  takes  more  than  one  swallow."  said  the  cynic,  "to 
J  j  bring  back  the  good  old  summer  time."  —  New   York   World. 


Goblin 


/^nHERE'S  an  age-old  feminine  tradition  —  New  togs  for  Easter! 
^^  It's  a  wildly  exciting  experience  this  Spring,  for  with  the  Mode 
turned  into  a  Museum  Keeperess-in-Chief  handing  out  queer  hiero- 
glyphics, barbaric  colors  and  eccentric  figures  to  masquerade  on  modern 
hats,  wraps  and  frocks,  Fair  Feminity  is  going  to  become  lost  in  the 
dim  shadows  of  the  past,  and  dear  knows  "who'll  tell  who's  who" 
in  the  Easter  Promenade.  But  there's  one  thing  certain,  if  you're 
wearing  Simpson's  togs,  you'll  have  that  "well-dressed"  feeling  that 
results  from  knowing  where  to  buy  clothes  that  assure  one  of  the 
very  smartest  Modes. 


Tfte      j<~^  Company 

Robert  J  WipSOn  /wilted 


The  Last  of  M.  Coue 


He:  "Have  you  heard  the  new  Spring  slogan   for  the  pari-mutuel  workers?" 

She:  "No,  what  is  it?" 

He:  "Day  by  day,  in  every  way,  we  are  getting  bettors  and  bettors." 
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An  Alphabet*  of  April  Fools 


A   is  for  Adam,  the  first  April  fool ; 

A  woman  caused  him  to  be  knocked  for  a  gool. 

D  is  for  Betty,  who  wears  snappy  clothes. 

She  thinks  Sandy  Hook  is  a  Scotchman's  red  nose. 

f^  is  for  Charlie,  who's  now  beyond  sin; 
All  on  account  of  synthetic  gin. 

rj  is  for  Dolores  who's  very  blase 

Her  face  makes  you   ask,    "How  did   she  get  that 
way?" 

T?  's  Edgar  Guest  with  his  nice  uplift  rhymes, 

Oh  fudge!      Pollyanna!      Mush,  sugar  and  limes! 

|7  is  for  Frankie,  who  follows  the  races, 

And  also  plays  poker  'gainst  men  with  five  aces. 

f~l  is  for  Gordon,  whose  brain  must  be  misty. 

He  sat  in  the  bleachers  once  wearing  a  christy. 

LJ  is  for  Henry,  picked  up  a  loose  wire: 

A  passer-by  murmured,  "I  think  I  smell  fire." 

T  is  for  Ina,  who  says:     "Look  here,  Mike, 

I  know  nothing  of  art  but  I  know  what  I  like." 

T  is  for  Joseph,  who  died,  by  the  way, 

Saying:  "Better  and  better  I  grow  every  day." 

If   is  for  Kathrine,  who'd  never  wear  rubbers. 

They  say  that  her  coffin  has  nice  leather  snubbers. 

is  for  Lochinvar  out  of  the  West, 
Who   kidnapped   a   bride — well   perhaps   he   knew 
best. 

A/T   is  for  Mary,  contrary  they  say, 

Who  was  killed  in  the  rush  on  a  spring  bargain  day. 


^[     Nebuchadnezzar  went  out  and  ate  grass. 

'  The   bourgeoisie  said:     "Look  at  that  silly  ass!" 

r\  is  for  Oswald,  who  sleeps  in  the  parks. 

He  invested  his  fortune  in  good  German  marks. 

D  is  for  Percy,  a  good  looking  chap, 

Until  his  girl's  father  found  her  on  his  lap. 

r\  is  for  Quentin,  his  mind's  below  par. 

He  traded  some  bonds  for  a  second  hand  car. 

T>    is  for  Reginald  Rover  Van  Rossing, 

Who    thought    he    could    beat    the    express    at    the 
crossing. 

C  is  for  Sandy,  at  rest  he  is  laid. 

He  tried  to  hold  up  a  St.  Patrick's  parade. 

HP  is  for  Trotsky,  whose  color  is  red. 

Bombs,  beards  and  bloodshed,  bum  liquor,  black 
bread. 

T  is  Uriah  who  said:     "There's  no  chance 
Of  both  coming.  I'll  just  ask  two  girls  to  this  dance." 

\T  is  for  Victor.     Ah,  me,  'twas  too  soon 

For  a  nice  chap  like  him  to  eat  oysters  in  June. 

YU  is  for  Willie.      I  said,  "That's  wet  paint." 

He  sat  down  and  cried,  "I'll  be  darned  if  it  ain't." 

V  this  one  signs  himself  sober  or  tight. 

The  reason  is  simple — he  can't  read  or  write. 

\/  Brigham  Young?  a  Mormon  you  know. 

We  think  Catchem  Young  would  be  more  apropos. 

V  Zacharius,  a  farmer  until 

'    They  chucked  him  in  jail  and  demolished  his  still. 


10 


01506* 


Customs  Inspector:  "I  thought  you  said 
your  trunk  contained  nothing  but  wearing 
apparel.      What's  this  bottle?" 

Fair  Lady:  "Oh,  that's  my  husband's  night 
cap." 

G— G  -G 

Around  the  Year 

The  biggest  April  Fool  joke  of  the  lot  is  the  com- 
mon belief  that  we  celebrate  the  day  this,  year  on  April 
1st.  During  1923,  as  always,  April  foolishness  will 
be  carried  on  from  January  1  to  December  31,  inclus- 
ive. Herewith  a  few  common  beliefs  which  are  ex- 
amples of  this  striking  truth: 

THAT  PLUMBERS  always  go  back  for  their 
tools.  It  is  my  own  personal  and  private  belief  that 
nine-tenths  of  them  have  no  tools  to  go  after. 

THAT  NEARLY  ALL  modern  jazz  music  was 
taken  from  classical  composers.  There  isn't  a  man  liv- 
ing who  could  take  anything  from  one  of  those  foreign- 
ers. 

THAT  GERMANY  is  poor.  There  are  as  many 
Hebrews  there  as  in  any  other  country. 

THAT  EATING  fish  is  a  grand  thing  for  the 
brains.  Jonah  saw  no  other  kind  of  food  for  quite  some 
time  and  then  pulled  the  prize  bonehead  play  of  the 
ages.  When  his  wife  asked  him  why  he  hadn't  come 
home,  he  tried  to  tell  her  he'd  been  swallowed  by  a 
whale. 


Spring  Cleaning 

When  thz  Old  Trunk  Was  Opened 

A  pound  and  a  half  of  wrapped  tin-foil  ....  A 
framed  wall  motto,  viz.:  "A  woman  is  only  a  woman, 
but  a  good  cigar  is  a  smoke"  ....  A  man's  neck-tie 
of  the  colour  once  known  as  "tango"  ....  A  news- 
paper clipping  offering  a  large  prize  for  a  solution  to 
"The  Million  Dollar  Mystery"  ....  A  collection  of 
more  than  one  hundred  varieties  of  cigar  bands  .... 
A  pennant  bearing  the  legend  "Excuse  Our  Dust" 
.  .  .  An  apparatus  for  burning  designs  on  wood  .  .  . 
The  front  page  of  a  newspaper  announcing  the  declara- 
tion of  war  ....  A  booklet  containing  information 
about  the  Panama-Pacific  Exposition  ....  Spald- 
ing's Baseball  Guide  for  1913  .  .  .  .A  piece  of 
sheet  mus:c  entitled  "Good  Luck  to  the  Boys  of  the 
Allies"  .  .  .  .  A  s:t  of  unused  Canadian  Tercentenary 
postage  stamps  ....  A  diabolo  outfit  ....  A 
photograph  of  Percy  Haswell  ....  A  Farmers'  Bank 
cheque  book. 


"Tell  me  a  fairy  story,  mother ." 
"Yes,  dear,  the  one  about  the  little  wood- 
gatherer  and  his  father?" 

"No,  the  one  about  Lord  Carnarvon  and  his 
mummy." 


II 


Yoo-hoo  Spri-ing! 


By  E.  H.  Reeve 


Oh,  Joy!  Oy,  Oy!  The  woods  are  full,  hear  Nature's 

pean  ring, 
The  balmy  breezes  from  the  South  ecstatic  fancies  bring. 
In  other  words,  I  somehow  feel  so  goofy  in  the  Spring. 
The  Spring  Maid  throws  her  muffler  off,  and  says  Blah, 

Blah  to  Winter, 
And    then    goes    gambolling    o'er   the    glades,    like    some 

cross-country  sprinter. 

The   robin   redbreast   comes   back   North   to   battle   with 

the  sparrow, 
To   hear  his  cheerful   song  again  just  thrills   me   to   the 

marrow. 

The  beavers,  bobcats,  bunnies,  bears,  lay  off  their  Win- 
ter pelts. 

The  sun  beams  forth,  the  snow  and  ice  just  melts  and 
melts  and  melts, 

And  from  the  lake  it  frees  once  more  the  icebound  bass 
and  smelts. 

Out  in  the  road  four  little  girls  were  skipping  at  a  rap;d 
pac?, 

They  really  had  a  lovely  time,  till  Mary  fell  and 
smashed  her   face. 

Comes  the  gentle  rains  of  April,  like  a  modest  maiden's 

tears, 
And    from    the    dells,    the    glades,    etc.,    the    snow,    etc., 

disappears ; 
And,   no   doubt,    the   little   wood  elves   rally   round  and 

give   three  cheers. 

And  even  in  the  mighty  City,   grim  Winter's  marks  are 

put  to  flight, 
By    Springtime's    scores    of    hidden    fairies,    assisted    by 

some  men   in  white. 
The   store   displays,    the   street   car   ads,    all    things   look 

bright  and  snappy, 
Ice    cream    appears    on    apple    pie    and    everyone    seems 

happy. 
As    Spring's    intoxicating    nectar    bubbles    through    the 

blood, 
And  merry  motorists  whizz  by,   and  splash  us  all  with 

rr.ud. 

And  to  the  woods  the  children  come  to  pick  bouquets 

of  trilliums, 
For    Mother,   mixed   with   vi'lets,    poison   ivy   and   sweet 

wilhams. 


Ah!  me,  the  sweetest  note  e'er  heard 
Is   the  Spring  song  of   the   bluebird   bird. 

The   water   trickling  off   the  lawns  goes  gurgling   down 

the  gutter, 
Ah!    Spring,    I   could   rush   to   the   woods   and  with  the 

bluebirds   flutter, 
Had  I  not  squashed  my  big  right  toe,  while  taking  down 

a   shutter. 


If  Summer  Don't — 

Dratvv  byChas.  Meggs 
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SUBS 


A  Warning  to  Little  Children  Against  Thrift 

By  Merrill  Denison 


GOBLIN  has  decided  to  get  behind  a  National 
Thrift  Week — as  far  behind  as  we  can — and 
put  it  over  with  a  wow!' 

Surveying  the  situation  so  that  we  can  do  the  most 
good  and  do  it  now,  we  have  decided  to  issue  a  solemn 
warning   to  Utile  children  against  thrift. 

Beware  the  penny  bank,  my  boy,  and  hide  your  iron 
p.g  with  the  slit  down  in  his  back  where  father  will 
never  find  it.  Sooner  or  later  its  contents  will  be  filched 
to  take  the  family  to  the  movies  or  buy  a  new  deck  of 
ice  tickets.  Shun  the  family  friend  who  starts  a  bank 
account  for  you.  Shun  the  temptation  as  later  you  will 
shun  licker.      It  will  be  your  undoing. 

Listen  carefully,  little  ones,  and  have  your  hankies 
ready. 

When  we  were  a  little  child  we  had  a  bank  account 
and  an  iron  pig  with  an  open  back.  We  never  played 
like  other  little  boys  and  girls,  for  we  carried  parcels 
after  school  and  prayed  for  snow  in  the  winter,  and 
droughts  in  the  summer,  so  we  could  shovel  sidewalks 
and  water  lawns.  Once  we  sold  a  fire  extinguisher  to  the 
family  grocer  and  father's  dress  suit  to  an  itinerant  He- 
brew purchasing  agent. 

The  money  poured  in.  Our  wad  grew.  When  we 
had  ninety  cents  we  went  to  father  and  asked  for  a 
dime  to  make  it  a  dollar.  When  we  had  a  dollar  and 
seventy-five  cents  we  went  to  mother  and  asked  her  for 
a  quarter  to  make  it  two  dollars.  When  we  had  four 
dollars  and  a  half  we  went  to  mother  and  father  and 
asked  for  fifty  cents  to  make  it  five  dollars.     We  worked 


hard.  When  we  had  nine  dollars  we  waited  till  there 
was  company  for  Sunday  night  supper  and  we  asked  for 
a  dollar  to  make  it  ten.  When  we  had  ninety  dollars  we 
waited  till  our  aunt  Maude  got  married  and  asked  the 
bridegroom  for  ten  dollars  to  make  it  a  hundred. 

Our  bank  account  swelled  and  swelled.  We  read 
Horatio  Alger  and  realized  we  were  destined  really  to 
put  it  over  big.  We  took  the  little  red  pass  book  to  bed 
with  us  and  said  to  ourself,  "It  ain't  what  we  earn,  it's 
what  we  save  what  counts,"  for  we  were  only  a  little  chap 
and  still  spoke  our  native  tongue.  We  read  the  story 
of  Midas  at  school  one  day  and  bought  an  all-day  sucker 
on  the  way  home  but  the  warning  was  short  lived.  We 
went  on  saving.  A  quarter  here,  a  dime  there,  a  penny, 
a  dollar  on  our  birthday.  Mother  was  proud  of  her 
little  son  and  father  patted  us  on  the  back  whenever  we 
shook  the  iron  pig  in  his  face  and  told  us  that  if  we  kept 
on  that  way  we  should  become  a  bank  clerk  some  day 
and  work  in  a  gilded  cage  just  like  the  lady  in  the  song. 
He  said  that  thrift  was  the  greatest,  glorious  thing  on 
this  giddy,  gorgeous,  gregarious  globe. 

We  thrifted  with  every  breath. 

On  our  tenth  birthday  the  little  red  pass  book  had 
three  pages  of  red  inked  entries  that  totalled  $282.25. 
Father  gave  us  a  quarter  in  cash  and  borrowed  the  two 
hundred  and  eighty-two  dollars  to  paint  the  house  and 
buy  new  hardwood  floors.  He  said  it  would  give  us  a 
new  pride  in  our  little  home  to  know  we  had  gone  without 
to  make  it  bright  and  clean.     - 

We  have  never  saved  a  cent  since. 

Children,  beware  of  thrift.  Shun  it  as  you  would  the 
devil,  for  none  among  you  is  strong  enough  to  recover 
from  the  shock  when  father  swipes  your  roll.  Like  us, 
you  will  feel  embarrassed  whenever  two  coins  clink 
against  each  other  in  your  jeans  for  you  will  never  know 
who  is  going  to  lift  it,  or  when. 

G— G^G 

Guest  (to  hotel  clerk)  :  "Here,  I've  been  in  this  hotel 
two  days  and  there's  been  some  sort  of  a  row  going  on 
all  the  time.     Fights  all  over  the  place.    It's  disgraceful." 

Clerk:  ''But,  sir,  this  is  a  European  plan  hotel." 

G—  G-G 
Daughters  at  college  are  happy. 

Their  fathers  at  home  are  wrecks — 
Daughters  keep  sending  their  bills. 
Fathers  keep  sending  their  cheques. 

— M.  M.  Brody. 
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Social  Note: — King  Tutankhamen  will  be  at  home 
to  his  many  friends  for  the  second  time  since  his  burial 
next  winter. 

G— G— G 

The  man  who  wrote  "How  Dry  I  Am"  died  yester- 
day. It  will  not  be  necessary  to  erect  a  monument  to 
his  memory. 

G— G— G 

Epigram  for  use  by  a  book-reviewer:  "Mr.  So-and- 
so's  style  is  so  confusing  that  at  times  it  almost  seems  as 
if  his  sentences  were  meant  to  run  concurrently." 

G— G— G 

Boston  is  said  to  be  the  largest  Irish  city  in  the  world, 
Chicago  the  third  largest  German  city,  and  if  the  present 
laws  continue  to  prevail  Montreal  stands  in  a  fair  way 
to  become  the  leading  American  city. 

G— G— G 

The  discovery  of  the  tomb  of  King  Tutankhamen  has 
resulted  in  an  immediate  change  in  styles  and  an  ava- 
lanche of  Egyptian  modes.  This  has  no  doubt  given  rise 
to  the  rumour  that  a  number  of  harassed  husbands,  an- 
ticipating the  spring  millinery  bills,  have  financed  an 
expedition  to  look  for  some  relics  of  Adam  and  Eve. 


How  It  Would  Be 

If  some  of  our  modern  copy-readers   had  been  on   the  city 
desk  of  the  Cairo  Daily  Constellation  in  3,000  B.C. : 

ASHES  TO  ASHES 

AND  DUST  TO  TUT; 

HIS  TOMB  IS  SHUT 


Egypt    Doth    Weep    While    Son    of    Anhoteep 
Enters  Last  Long  Sleep 


OH!     OH!     POOR  PHARAOH 


Along    the    Nile    There's    Not   a    Smile — But    Wait 

Awhile 


Five  Thousand  Years — Then  Amid  Cheers  They'll 
Open  Up  the  Biers 


^  *<^ 


Mrs.  de  Recently  Rich:  "Where  are  you  dear  people  going?" 

Mr.  de  Rigeour:  "Just  down  to  inspect  our  new  domicile." 

Mrs.  de  Recently  Rich:   "Oh,  my!      Have  you  really  bought  one — is  it 
a  5  or  7  seater?" 

Mr.  de  Rigeour:   "Neither!      Still  it's  quite  roomy  you  know." 
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Two  Minutes  in  the  Hall  of  Fame 

or  the  Dangers  of  Meddling  with  History 


"Carlos  Deaks,  a  spiritualistic  medium,  claims  to 
have  been  in  direct  communication  with  William  Shake- 
speare. The  bard,  he  says,  has  been  for  some  time  resi- 
dent with  a  number  of  political  and  other  celebrities  but 
has  now  returned  to  his  former  residence  among  the 
literati."  — English  News  Item. 

I 

William  Shakespeare  looked  around  the  special  liter- 
ary heaven  reserved  for  authors,  poets  and  playwrights, 
and  sighed  deeply.  Then  he  thought  a  moment  and 
pressed  a  button.  A  young  angel  in  the  uniform  of  a 
special   messenger  made  his  appearance. 

"Bring  me  an  application-for-removal  form,  will 
you?"   requested  the  poet. 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  the  angel   and  departed. 

Shakespeare  strolled  over  to  where  an  elderly  gentle- 
man in  a  white  flannel  suit  sat  smoking  a  cigar. 

"How-do,   Bill,"  drawled  the  latter. 

"Mark,"  said  Shakespeare,  "Mark,  I  gotta  have  a 
change." 

"Where  do  you  figure  on  going  to?"  asked  the  other. 

"Well,"  replied  the  poet,  "I'm  thinking  of  trying  the 
Hall  of  Fame.  Of  course,  I  know  it's  likely  to  be  bor- 
ing, listening  to  those  egotistical  old  walruses  talking 
about  their  earthly  exploits,  but  it  couldn't  be  any  worse 
than  here.  I'm  so  sick  of  conversations  about  psycho- 
analysis and  of  hearing  those  new  free  verse  writers  re- 
cite their  stuff,  that  anything  else  would  seem  heavenly 
in  comparison." 

II 

The  deputy  registrar  of  the  Hall  of  Fame  looked  up 
over  his  glasses. 

"Mr.  Shakespeare?"  he  queried.  "Ah,  yes.  Here 
are  your  keys.  You  will  reside  at  No.  25,  Halcyon 
road,  just  next  door  to  Lord  Palmerston.  I  hope  you 
will  like  your  new  home.     Good  day.     Next  please?" 

Ill 

A  pleasant  looking  Italian  youth  stopped  the  tall  man 
with  the  Van  Dyke  beard  as  he  was  leaving  the  regis- 
trar's office. 

"You're  a  stranger  in  the  Hall  of  Fame,  aren't  you?" 
he  asked. 

"Yes,"  replied  the  other.  "I'm  just  moving  in.  My 
name  is  William  Shakespeare." 

At  this  an  extraordinary  transformation  overcame  the 
youth's  features. 

"Oh,  you  are,  are  you?"  he  exclaimed  in  an  ugly 
tone.      "Well!      My  name  is  Romeo.      I've  been  wait- 


ing to  speak  to  you  for  just  over  three  hundred  years. 
What  the  hell  do  you  mean  by  dragging  my  private  af- 
fairs out  in  public  and  making  me  say  things  I  never 
would  have  thought  of  saying?  And  telling  lies  about 
my  girl  ?  And  making  out  that  I  had  been  having  an 
affair  with   this   Rosaline?      Say,   listen — " 

Fie  broke  off  as  a  pompous  middle-aged  individual 
passed. 

"Hey,  Mac,  come  here  a  minute.  Do  you  know  who 
this  is?" 

"Naw,"  replied  Mac  with  only  a  faint  show  of  in- 
terest. 

"Well,"  said  Romeo,  "this  here's  William  Shake- 
speare.    Mr.     Shakespeare  meet  King  Macbeth." 

"Whoosh,"  said  Macbeth.  "Here,  hold  my  coat; 
no,  wait  till  I  get  Shylock  and  Julius  Ceasar  and  some 
of  the  boys.  There  are  a  whole  lot  of  people  around 
here  who  want  to  talk  to  you,  Mr.  Shakespeare." 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  a  large  and  apparently  unfriend- 
ly crowd  was  already  beginning  to  gather.  Discre- 
tion was  very  obviously  the  better  part  of  valour,  an  J 
so,  turning  quickly,  the  poet  sped  through  the  registrar's 
office  and  down  the  long  flight  of  stairs  that  lead  from 
the  Hall  of  Fame.  The  immortals  stood  at  the  top  and 
shouted  after  him,  but  only  part  of  one  sentence  was 
audible   above  the  general  clamour.      It  was: 

"- — and  you  can  tell  Mr.  H.  G.  Wells  that  unless  he 
wants  a  coat  of  tar  and  feathers — " 
G— G— G 


The  Tortoise — and  the  Hair 
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Lyra:   "I  see  that  an  English  reformer  says  that  if  every  woman  could  marry  the  man 
she  really  wants  there  would  be  fewer  divorces." 

Anatole:  "Ah,  but,  my  dear,  to  make  that  possible  I  should  have  to  live  in  Turkey." 

— Drawn  by  Marjorie  Jones. 

Metamorphosis  of  the  Miaouw 

Feline  Philosophy  Attuned  to  the  Human  Ear 


Scene:   A  back  yard  fence. 
Time:   2  a.  m.  or  later. 

Dramatis  personae:   Edgar,  a  very  worried  cat. 
Ebenezer,   his   uncle. 

Edgar:  "I  think,  Uncle  Ebenezer,  that  the  world  has 
come  to  a  very  sad  state  of  things.  Many  of  the  condi- 
tions which  contributed  to  the  downfall  of  the  Roman 
Empire  are  to-day  evident  in  Great  Britain.  France  is 
pursuing  a  suicidal  economic  policy,  Germany  is  insolv- 
ent, Russia  is  worse  than  bankrupt.  To  me  it  seems  cer- 
tain that  chaos  will  result.  What  do  you  think,  dear 
Uncle  Ebenezer?" 

Ebenezer:  "I  think  that  that  was  a  very  fine  bit  of 
fish  I  had  for  my  supper." 

Edgar:  "The  United  States  has  given  itself  over  to 
the  devil  of  standardization.  It  is  apparently  reconciled 
to  a  commercial  despot  sm,  to  government  control,  censor- 


ship and  prohibition  of  everything,  including  ideas,  to 
hopeless,  bourgeois  mediocrity.  The  dual  national  jazz- 
and-puntan  complex,  reflected  and  epitomized  in  the  per- 
son of  the  sensational  preacher,  the  vaudeville  type  of 
pulpit-pounder,  seems  to  me  to  be  a  very  sad  subject  on 
which  to  cogitate?  What  do  you  think,  dear  Uncle 
Ebenezer?" 

Ebenezer:  "I  think  that  if  to-morrow  is  a  sunny  day  I 
shall  sleep  all  morning  on  the  front  porch." 

Edgar:  "There  is  no  more  honesty  in  the  world.  Men 
practise  deception  continually;  half  the  time  they  even 
deceive  themselves.  We  are  all  Pharisees,  sycophants, 
hypocrites,  time-servers.  These  are  the  latter  days,  I 
feel  sure,  for  there  are  wars  and  rumors  of  wars  and — " 

Ebenezer:  "D.d  you  hear  that  Mistress  Tabitha  pre- 
sented her  husband  with  a  litter  of  six  fine  kittens  this 
morning?" 
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&n  intelligence  ®est 


The  trouble  with  most  intelligence  tests  is  that  they 
are  incomprehensive.  As  the  result  of  many  requests 
from  our  readers,  we  have  prepared  the  following  form 
which  may  be  used  equally  to  test  the  mental  capacity 
of  girl  or  grandmother,  boy  or  beaver.  Time  allowance: 
1  3%  minutes. 

Co! 

If  Tutankhamen   was  Napoleon's   grandmother,   put   a 

cross  here but  if  not,  skip  the  next  question  which 

is,  "Who  won  the  war?"  and,  instead,  state  how  many 
swallows  make  a  summer.  If  a  planked  steak  costs  $1 .25, 
French  fried  potatoes  $.25,  ice  cream  $.30,  and  coffee 
$.25;  state  what  the  total  would  be  if  it  were  added  up 
by  a  waiter.     If  there  is  a  murder  in  Chicago  for  every 

day  in  the  year,  write  your  own  name  here After 

finishing  that  make  the  necessary  corrections  in  the  fol- 
lowing sentence:  "The  traffic  policeman  said,  'Will 
you  please  be  so  good  as  not  to  attempt  to  make  a  left- 
hand  turn  at  this  corner,  sir'.''  Upon  reading  the  sen- 
tence which  follows  this  one,  count  ten  betoie  making 
any  comment  whatsoever,  and  then  say  something  about 
the  weather.  Your  income  tax  is  now  due.  If  you  be- 
lieve that  Jonah  swallowed  the  whale,  give  in  rojnd 
numbers  the  largest  price  you  ever  paid  a  scalper  for  a  > 


hockey  ticket,  but  if  you  do  not,  give  any  reason  you 
can  think  of  why  a  taxi-driver  should  never  have  enough 
change.  At  bridge,  having  bid  three  clubs  on  five  to  the 
jack,  queen,  and  an  outside  trick  in  hearts,  should  you 
faint  or  demand  a  re-deal  when  your  partner's  hand 
shows  one  trump  and  no  face  cards.  If  a  woman  says  to 
you,  "My  husband  doesn't  understand  me,"  cross  out 
the  wiser  of  the  following  courses:  ( 1  )  to  stay;  (2)  to 
go  home  at  once.  If  France  were  to  return  the  Ruhr  to 
Germany  give  odds  on  the  chance  of  the  Turkish  situa- 
tion again  making  the  front  page  of  any  morning  paper 
If  arrested  by  a  burly  French-Canadian  policeman  in 
Montreal  which  of  the  following  three  sentences  will 
set  you  free  again:  (1)  "Let  me  go,  you  big  bum," 
(2)  "Aw,  say,  can'cha  take  a  joke?"  (3)  "Je  suis 
American?"  What  is  a  disarmament  conference?  Who 
first  thought  of  it?  If  Great  Britain,  France  and  the 
United  States  each  build  in  every  year  two  more  battle- 
ships than  in  the  preceding  year,  how  long  will  it  be 
before  there  is  world-wide  disarmament?  If  A  is  a  tailor 
and  B  is  a  young  college  graduate  working  for  an  in- 
surance company,  and  A  made  some  clothes  for  B, 
what,  would  you  say,  were  A's  chances  of  getting  paid 
before  Christmas   Eve,    1926? 
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More  Dangerous 

Even  a  bond  dealer,  the  most  con- 
servative of  salesmen,  will  tell  you  that 
his  wares  do  not  sell  themselves.  Ord- 
inarily the  prospective  buyer  has  to 
have  a  logical  and  concise  explanation 
of  the  bonds,  of  the  security  behind 
them,  and  of  the  revenue  which  he  may 
expect  to  receive  from  them.  Similarly 
the  prospective  purchaser  of  every  other 
commodity  has  to  have  explained  to 
him  why  he  should  buy  before  he  is 
ready  to  do  so.  However,  every  time 
a  big  joint  stock  company  blows  up 
in  a  cloud  of  dust  and  doubtful  man- 
agement, it  turns  out  that  the  great 
majority  of  the  stockholders  are  small 
wage  earners,  widows,  orphans  and  the 
like,  in  other  words,  those  who  not  only 
can  ill  afford  the  loss  but  who  also  are 
most  susceptible  to  the  blandishments 
of  the  professional  high-power  sales- 
man. 

Salesmanship  may  be  used  perfectly 
ethically  or  it  may  not.  It  can  be 
used,  in  the  sale  of  an  inferior  article 
to  fill  in  the  gap  between  the  actual 
worth  of  the  article  and  the  price 
asked.  It  is  obvious,  then,  that  to  be 
possessed  of  a  genius  for  salesmanship 
is  something  like  being  possessed  of  a 
genius  for  opening  safes.  Either  en- 
ables a  man,  should  he  so  choose,  to 
obtain  money  dishonestly.  The  genius 
for  salesmanship  is,  however,  the  more 
dangerous,  because  the  man  possessed 
of  the  genius  for  opening  safes  is  limit- 
ed in  his  operations  to  that  class  of  peo- 
ple rich  enough  to  own  safes. 

Now  just  imagine  what  would  hap- 
pen if  a  correspondence  school  were 
to  advertise  a  course  in  safe-cracking. 
It  wouldn't  make  any  difference  if  they 
produced  hundreds  of  affidavits  to  the 
effect  that  each  student  was  only  tak- 
ing the  course  for  fun,  or  for  fear  his 
fiance's  little  sister  might  some  day  get 
locked  in  the  vault,  or  preparatory  to 
applying  for  a  job  with  the  Goldie- 
McCullough  company ;  everybody 
would  be  up  in  arms  and  righteously 
indignant  over  the  idea  of  trained  and 
experienced  safe-crackers  prowling  un- 
watched  about  the  streets.     Yet  every 
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Cornelius:  "Don't  be  ab- 
surd. You  know  the  door  of 
my  wine  cellar  hasn't  been 
unlocked  for  the  last  six 
months." 

Clementine:  "Well,  if  it 
hasn't,  you've  been  on  the 
inside." 


day  correspondence  schools  are  teach- 
ing their  students  How  To  Sell,  how 
to  play  upon  the  emotions  of  the  vic- 
tim, how  to  choose  the  psychological 
moment  to  get  his  name  on  the  dotted 
line  before  he  fully  realizes  what  he  is 
doing.  Is  a  trained  high-power  sales- 
man any  safer  than  a  trained  safe- 
breaker?  He  is  a  darn  sight  more 
dangerous  for  plain,  everyday  John 
Smith  and  the  Widow  Robinson. 
Fixing  it  up 
Two  weeks  ago  Irwin  R.  Hignett, 
Kleagle  of  the  Ku  Klux  Klan,  came 
to  London,  Ontario,  and  there  hand- 
ed out  to   a   newspaper  reporter  more 


information  concerning  the  Imperial 
constitution  and  rituals  than  was 
thought  judicious  by  the  higher  Klan 
authorities.  In  search  of  him  came  a 
mighty  Klan  official.  Bro.  Hignett 
had  left  town.  When  interviewed,  the 
second  Klansman  is  reported  to  have 
said:  "...  I  wish  to  talk  with  him 
and  take  the  boy  back  home  with  me 
before  he  gets  in  any  deeper.  His 
wife  is  anxious  about  him,  too,  and  we 
want  to  fix  everything  up." 

Which  somehow  sounds  very  like: 
"Nice  doggie,  nice  doggie,  see  the 
pretty  axe!"  We  sincerely  hope  that 
Bro.  Hignett  is  apprehended,  "every- 
thing" will  be  "fixed  up"  in  a  manner 
satisfactory  to  all  parties  concerned. 

Not  Extraordinary 

People  often  comment  with  surprise 
upon  the  fact  that  the  present  genera- 
tion is  producing  no  orators.  There  is 
not  in  Canada,  to-day,  one  man  in 
political  life,  at  any  rate,  who  can  lay 
claim  to  the  title  of  a  great  speaker. 
This,  however,  is  not  so  very  extra- 
ordinary. Supply  seldom  exists  with- 
out demand  and  there  is  no  demand  for 
oratory  to-day.  Oratory,  primarily, 
is  dependent  upon  popular  illiteracy  for 
its  existence  and  as  educational  institu- 
tions progress  and  reading  becomes 
more  common  the  demand  for  the  ful- 
some, adjectival  phrases  of  the  dema- 
gogue decreases.  People  cannot  be 
bothered  listening  to  the  expression  of 
thoughts  which  must,  to  give  the  proper 
oratorical  effect,  be  cloaked  in  a  man 
of  verbiage   and    high-flown    phrases. 

In  the  millenium  there  will  be  no 
political  meetings,  no  after-dinner 
speeches,  no  sermons. 

American  Note 
It  is  said  that  in  proportion  to  the 
population  the  United  States  employs 
more  policemen  than  any  other  civiliz- 
ed country.  There  is  nothing  very 
remarkable  in  that,  however;  the 
United  States  has  so  many  laws  to 
enforce  that,  in  order  to  have  them 
effectively  carried  out,  everybody 
should  be  a  policeman. 
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The  Jolly  Old  Museum 

"Museums  are  not  dead  places  for  old  people  .  .  . 
Museums  should  not  be  gloomy.  They  should  be  made 
into  thrilling  places  of  light  and  enlightenment  and  ad- 
venture   ..." 

From  The  Toronto  Sunday  World,  March  18th. 

When  the  golden  sun  sinks  in  the  West, 

And  the  toil  of  a  long  day  is  done ; 
Then  the  Tired  Business  Man  seeks  the  place  he  loves 
best, 

For  a  riot  of  laughter  and  fun. 

As  he  enters  his  big  limousine, 

His  sigh  is  a  thankful  Te  Deum. 
He  remarks  with  a  grunt  to  the  chauffeur  in  front, 

"James,   I  think  we'll  take  in  the  museum. 

"We  can  dress  up  in  armour  of  old, 

And  it  won't  cost  a  cent  of  your  money. 

The  grin  on  the  face  of  the  mummy,  I'm  told. 
Is  quite  irresistibly  funny. 

"We  can  tickle  the  terrible  toe  - 

Of  the  Wumphus  Catumphus  Catuckus; 

Or  hang  up  our  clothes  on  his  wishbone  and  go 
For  a  pithecanthropical  ruckus." 

Come,  grandsires  and  children  in  white, 
Let  us  frolic  where  care  never  trammels, 

Where  from  morning  till  night  is  a  round  of  delight. 
Midst  minerals  and  marbles  and  mammals! 

When  the  Pearly  Gates  open  for  me, 

(If  I   ever  attain  this  position)  ; 
The  sign  I  will  see,  will  be  "Sundays  are  Free, 

Other  Days  Fifteen  Cents  for  Admission." 

G— G — G 

Spring    Idyll 

The  girl  looked  up  at  the  garbageman 
"You're  a  garbageman,"  said  she. 
Well,  what  could  he  do  but  nod  his  head? 
For  the  girl  was  right,  you  see. 

"How  interesting,"  the  girl  then  sniffed 
And  gave   her  head  a  jerk. 
He  answered,  "Well,  we  do  pick  up 
Some  interesting  things  in  our  work." 


"Is  it  a  sin  to  be  pleased  when  a  man  says 
I'm  pretty?" 

"Sure  it's  no  sin,  but  it's  a  turrible  respon- 
sibility for  the  man." 

G— G     G 

Favorite  Stories  of  the  Hilltop  Sanitarium 

/.      The  Travelling  Salesman  s  Tale 

One  evening  at  the  doorway  of  a  country  hotel  I  was 
met  by  a  stranger  who  approached  me  with  hand  ex- 
tended. 

"How  do  you  do,"  he  said,  "I  am  the  Four  Horse- 
m  n  of  the  Apocalypse.     My  comrades  are  within." 

We  shook  hands  warmly. 

"I  am  very  pleased  to  meet  you,"  I  replied,  "for  I  am 
the  Three  Musketeers.     My  comrades  are  without." 

An  expression  of  deepest  melancholy  stole  over  his 
features  and  I  cou'd  see  that  he  was  making  a  supreme 
effort  to  control  his  emotions. 

"We  are  seven,"  he  said  simply  and  turned  away,  his 
eyes  streaming  with  tears. 
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The  Dangerous  Moment 

SpringiMoving  and  a  Farewell  Committee  unite  to  discover  that  time  when  a  Man 

is  least  responsible  for  his  actions 


Spring  and  the  landlord  came  and 
we  decided  to  move.  The  day  arriv- 
ed, vibrant  with  the  promise  of  sum- 
mer. The  chesterfield  stood  in  the 
vestibule.  Six  crates,  a  Victrola, 
three  bedsteads,  a  golfing  outfit,  the 
tennis  .net,  the  billiard  table,  the  por- 
trait of  Aunt  Matilda,  ten  yards  of 
garden  hose,  the  canary  and  a  hideous 
chiffonier  from  the  maid's  room  stood 
in  the  front  hall.  Harry  and  six  of 
the  neighbors'  children  were  playing 
"King  of  the  Castle''  on  a  pile  of 
mattresses  in  the  drawing  room.  I 
had  just  unpacked  my  fourth  trunk  in 
a  vain  search  for  my  hat  when  they 
arrived. 

"Well,   well,   well,   well!     .     .     .    " 

I  looked  up.  There  stood  Arthur 
Perkinson  Pendleton  from  across  the 
road,  his  face  flushed  with  good 
humour  and  the  light  of  friendship 
shining  in  his  eye.  Behind  him  stood 
a  phalanx  of  faces  that  had  become 
altogether  too  familiar  during  the  past 
year.  They  all  regretted  exceedingly 
our  leaving  and  had  come  to  wish  us 
godspeed  and  take  a  look  at  our  be- 
longings. One  or  two  seemed  to  be 
furtively  searching  for  something. 
Arthur  Perkinson  Pendleton  advanc- 
ed. He  was  a  leading  light  among  the 
local  Rotarians  and  had  apparently 
been  chosen  spokesman  by  acclama- 
tion. 

"Well,  well,  well!"  he  repeated, 
"What's  this,  moving?  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
Foolish  questions,  number  nine  million 
and  fifty,  eh?  Grown  tired  of  your 
old  friends  and  deserting  them!  You 
ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself,  you 
certainly  should,  shouldn't  he?" 

He  turned  to  the  others  who  all 
agreed  noisily,  with  the  exception  of 
Bill    Smith    who    had    found    the    golf 


Easter 

On  Easter,  Mary 
Sniffed  a  lily  . 
And  died  right  off — 
Now  ain't  that  silly? 


clubs  he  lent  me  last  season  and  was 
extracting  them  from  my  bag.  Mrs. 
Horkins  became  very  interested  in  the 
execrable    chiffonier. 

I  rose,  straightened  my  back  and 
said  something  inane  while  I  tried  to 
find  my  coat  and  vest. 

"Friends,"  said  Brother  Pendleton, 
as  if  addressing  an  auditorium,  "this 
is  a  very  significant  moment  in  the  life 
of  our  little  community  of  loyal  citi- 
zens. One  of  our  number,  whose 
sunny  smile  has  been  with  us  through 
so  many  of  our  trials  and  tribulations, 
whose  achievements  have  brought  hon- 
our to  our  n?ighborhood  and  whose 
private   life   has  been   a    model   for   us 


all,    is   about   to    leave    us,    to   journey 
who  knows  where?     Who  knows?" 

I  looked  at  my  match.  In  ten  min- 
utes the  carters  were  due  to  arrive. 

"Friends,"  continued  the  speaker, 
"it  is  a  moment  of  great  sadness.  Our 
hearts  are  moved  by  the  spectacle  be- 
fore us    .    .     .    .    ' 

All   surveyed   the   wreckage. 

"And  yet  somehow  I   seem  to  hear 
the  words  of   the   immortal  bard: 
'Parting  is  such  sweet  sorrow, 

Let   us   say   goodbye    until    it    be 
to-morrow!' 

Someone  had  brought  over  an  an- 
cient screechy  record  of  "Come  back 
to  Erin"  which  was  played  upon  the 
Victrola,  followed  by  "Should  Auld 
Acquaintance  be  Forgot."  All  join- 
ed hands  in  a  ring  about  me  and  sang 
lustily.  Larry  Johnson  became  tan- 
gled up  in  the  hose.  The  Jones  boy 
became  enmeshed  in  the  tennis  net. 
Arthur  Perkinson  Pendleton  put  his 
foot  through  the  portrait  of  Aunt  Ma- 
tilda. Leila  appeared  at  the  top  of 
the  stairs.  She  took  one  look  and 
fainted.      The   carters   arrived. 

I  shoved  the  farewell  committee  out 
the  door  and  sent  the  carter  down  the 
cellar  to  take  out  my  private  stock 
first.  Slowly  I  began  to  move  the 
furniture  out  onto  the  lawn  before  the 
moving  van.  I  had  just  lugged  the 
last  object  out  when  the  carter  re- 
appeared from  the  cellar  swaying 
slightly.  He  grinned  at  me  indul- 
gently. 

"Need  any  help?"  I  asked.  And 
then  I  saw  that  he  had  pretty  success- 
fully helped  himself.  In  fact,  he  was 
returning   with   a   load   on. 

"Say,"   h?  said  thickly,  "you  th:nk 
I  never  was  an'thin'  but  a  mover,  don- 
(Continued  on  Page  30) 
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Monarchs,  Murders  and  Millions 

What  Every  Young  Man  Ought  to  Know  About  the  Current  Movies 


Poor  old  Father  Adam  when  he 
surrendered  his  nb  was  responsible  for 
a  lot  of  things  which  followed, 
among  others  this  moving  picture  of 
Cecil  B.  DeMille's,  "Adam's  Rib." 
From  the  plot  it  looks  just  the  slight- 
est bit  as  if  dear  Mr.  DeMille  were 
burlesquing  himself.  The  story  con- 
cerns a  lady  unwillingly  in  her  late 
thirties  who  yearns,  oh  so  terribly,  for 
Romance.  To  her,  to  the  accompani- 
ment of  gifts  of  gardenias  and  passion- 
ate subtitles,  comes  the  mysterious  and 
handsome  foreigner  who  turns  out  to 
be  none  other  than  the  deposed  King 
Jaromir  of  Morania.  All  of  this 
proves  to  be  very  annoying  to  the  weal- 
thy husband,  portrayed  by  Milton  Sills, 
the  great  weeping  man  of  the  movies 
(c.f.  also  Bill  Hart),  who  resolves  to 
get  rid  of  his  Majesty.  What  more 
simple  and  natural  curse  than  the  one 
he  chooses?  Through  his  butler,  who 
conveniently  happens  to  be  an  ex-sub- 
ject of  the  King's,  he  learns  that  Mor- 
ania is  in  a  desperate  state.  Wheat  is 
plentiful,  but  gold  is  scarce.  He  calls  in 
the  Moranian  Ambassador  and  offers 
to  buy  the  Moranian  wheat  crop  for 
seven  million  dollars  provided  the  King 
shall  be  returned  to  his  throne  and  wed- 
ded to  a  European.  So  that's  that, 
but  then  there  is  the  flapper  daughter, 
played  by  Pauline  Garon,  who  is  just 
about  six  flaps  too  many  to  be  convinc- 
ing all  through  the  picture.  Said  flap- 
per has  a  craving  for  the  study  of  an- 
thropology and  in  search  of  knowledge 
she  enters  the  museum.  There  perch- 
ed on  a  wheeled  ladder  is  Elliott  Dex- 
ter in  the  role  of  the  awkward  scien- 
tist, busy  on  the  molars  of  an  Icthey- 
oceros  or  something.  The  room  is 
closed  to  the  public,  which  means  noth- 
ing to  the  dashing  Pauline.  She  trips 
in  and  shouts  to  the  scientist  that  she 
thinks  his  collection  is  "cute."  She 
then  generally  acts  "smart"  for  fifteen 
minutes  and  ends  up  by  sitting  on  the 
head  of  a  prehistoric  monster  and  pow- 


dering her  nose.  This,  of  course,  wins 
the  heart  of  the  professor.  This  is 
couple  number  two. 

The  scene  is  laid.  Action  follows. 
The  daughter  discovers  the  mother's 
affair  and  vows  to  outvamp  her  with 
the  King.  She  does  so  at  a  ball  given 
in  his  honor.  This  upsets  the  scien- 
tist's love  affair  and  he  goes  back  to 
his  work  disillusioned.  Daughter  fol- 
lows. Museum  scene.  Daughter  and 
Professor.  Daughter  tells  Professor  a 
story.  The  story.  Prehistoric  days. 
The  whole  caboodle  appear  in  black- 
face and  fight  it  out  all  over  again  in 
caveman  fashion.  This  convinces  the 
Professor  that  he  must  trust  Daughter. 
He  does  so. 

But  ah!  What's  this?  The  mother 
planning  to  elope  with  the  King.  The 
scene  shifts  to  the  King's  apartment. 
Enter  everybody  at  short  intervals. 
General  shake  down.  Everybody  poor 
but  happy.  Presto,  the  Wheat  Pit. 
Fortune  recouped.  Kisses.  News  Reel. 


figures  dodging  about  in  a  more  mys- 
terious house.  Besides  a  wonderful 
collection  of  villainous  looking  charac- 
ters, the  cast  contains  Carol  Dempster 
who  defies  death  in  the  hurricane  to 
bring  the  story  to  a  successful  con- 
clusion. 


In  "One  Exciting  Night,"  D.  W. 
Griffith  has  saved  his  friends  a  great 
deal  of  trouble  and  expense  in  making 
it  entirely  unnecessary  for  them  to  at- 
tend the  thrillers  such  as  "The  Cat  and 
the  Canary,"  "The  Monster,"  "The 
Bat,"  "Bull  Dog  Drummond,"  etc. 
The  gruesome  part  of  each  one  has 
been  abstracted  and  incorporated  in 
this  shocker.  There  is  a  plot — which 
is  a  secret — but  most  of  the  time  the 
picture     concerns     mysterious     cloaked 


"Missing  Millions,"  co-starring 
Alice  Brady  and  David  Powell,  is  the 
result  of  the  blending  of  two  "Boston 
Blackie"  stories  to  make  one  exciting 
moving  picture.  It  is  an  amusing 
though  unpretentious  picture,  well 
worth  an  evening. 

G— G— G 
Triolet 
I  didn't  see  the  Passing  Show, 
And  yet  I  know  it  passed  this  way, 
Though  Heaven  knows  I  wished  to  go ! 
I  didn't  see  the  Passing  Show, 
My  room-mate  borrowed  all  my  dough 
And  that  is  why  I  sadly  say 
I  didn't  see  the  Passing  Show, 
And  yet  I  know  it  passed  this  way. 
G— G— G 
Famous    Last    Words 

"No,  he  never  kicks." 

"Hie!  Detained  at  th'  offish,  m' 
dear,  hie  'portant  busnessh!" 

"Could   I  have  the  bill  now?" 

"I   do." 

"What  a  beautiful  view  from  this 
window!" 

'I  thought  you  said  your  husband 
was  in  California." 

—D.  K.  Findley. 


Booklovers,  whether  regular  subscribers  or  casual  readers,  are  cordially  invited  to  avail  themselves  of  the  services  of 
our  recently  inaugurated  Book  Department.  We  heartily  invite,  you  to  write  us  if  you  desire  information  regarding 
the  best  of  current  fiction  or  of  any  particular  book,  whether  or  not  reviewed  in  these  pages.  As  a  further  service 
this  department  is  glad  to  purchase  any  book  for  you  without  charge. —  Address  communications  to  GOBLIN,  Book 
Department,  153  University  Ave.,  Toronto. 


TOWN  AND  GOWN.— By  Lynn  Monlross  and  Lois 
Seyster  Monlross.  Toronto:  McClelland  and  Stewart.  Pub- 
lishers.    $2.00. 

Since  what  was  probably  the  inception  of  the  movement,  the 
publication  of  Fitzgerald's  "This  Side  of  Paradise,"  more  of  the 
public  attention  has  been  bestowed  upon  the  smart  side  of  our 
younger  set,  exemplified  by  the  more  sophisticated  college  under- 
graduate, the  side  which  fusses,  the  side  which  pets,  the  side 
which  smokes  cheap  cigarettes. 

"Town  and  Gown,"  a  collection  of  sketches  of  co-educational 
college  life,  will  appeal  to  the  followers  of  Fitzgerald  and  to 
many  others  who  did  not  appreciate  the  latter's  intensely  per- 
sonal atmosphere.  The  thirteen  sketches,  while  not  connected, 
contain  many  of  the  same  characters.  The  whole  presents  a 
very  accurate  picture  of  the  life  of  a  large  institution. 

Many  familiar  characters  appear.  There  is  Peter  Warshaw, 
the  small  town  boy  who  became  a  poet  and  disillusioned.  There 
is  Pewter  Hughes,  the  captain  of  the  team.  There  is  Thian 
Kit  Lin,  the  Siamese  student. 

Those  who  expect  a  repetition  of  "Stover  at  Yale"  will  be 
severely  disappointed.  For  the  most  part  it  is  a  book  of  excel- 
lent satire.     For  the  rest,  it  is  photographic  in  its  realism. 

THE  ISLAND  OF  THE  INNOCENT.— By   Grant 

Overton.  Toronto:  McClelland  and  Stewart,  Publishers.  $2.00. 

The  heroine  of  this  novel  leaves  college  to  go  to  work  as  a 
kitchen  helper  in  a  hospital.  The  room  in  which  she  there  lives 
is  situated  between  those  of  a  Siamese  leper  and  an  incurable 
typhoid  carrier.  To  add  to  the  fun,  she  soon  attracts  the  at- 
tention, not  only  of  the  salacious  and  dissolute  resident  physician, 
but  also  of  a  morbid  ex-convict  drug-addict.  Sex  is  the  domin- 
ant theme  of  the  story.  Altogether  an  excellent  Epworth  League 
prize  or  Sunday  School  library  book. 

THE  GRAY  CHARTERIS.  By  Robert  Simpson.  Tor- 
onto: McClelland  and  Stewart,  Ltd.,  Publishers. 

A  tale  of  intrigue  and  adventure  among  the  African  tribes 
and  the  white  traders.  Through  this  scene  there  passes  the 
mysterious  figure  of  "Charteris,"  the  gray  man  who  never 
hurries — exercising  his  peculiar  influence  over  the  natives  to 
bring  about  the  conviction  of  the  true  murderer  of  Hugh 
Morrison,  the  slain  master-trader. 

There  is  a  sprinkling  of  love  interest  and  a  little  Conrad-like 
"atmosphere"  but  in  the  main  the  plot  concerns  the  action  of 
(Continued  on  Page  33) 


What  is  Round  the  Corner? 

There  may  be  something  interesting  — 
a  long  lost  friend  who  owes  you 
money  and  wants  to  be  friends  again, 
or,   for    instance — 

A  little  Shop  with  books  in  it  and  gifts 
and  cards  and  pictures  and  a  lending 
library — -and  an  Airedale  pup  'nevery- 
thing    like   that. 

The  Little  Shop  'Round  The  Corner 
BAY    STREET,    SOUTH    OF    BLOOR 


2  Good  Novels 

The  Isle  of  Retribution 

By  EDISON  MARSHALL. 

Author  of  the  Sky  Line  of  Spruce. 

$2.00 

A  gripping  tale  of  the  Arctic,  where  so  many  men 
have  heen  made  over  or  broken  utterly.  Here  we 
have  the  story  of  the  regeneration  of  a  scapegrace 
son  whose  dormant  manhood  was  quickened  and  de- 
veloped as  a  result  of  the  suffering  he  endurec' 
while  braving  its  rigors,  its  horrors  and  desola- 
tion, while  experiencing  to  the  full  its  cold  beauty. 

The  Tyranny  of  Power 

By  D.  THOMAS  CURTIN. 
Author  of  the  Land  of  Deepening  Shadow 

$2.00 

Here  is  a  novel  of  force  and  absorbing  interest.  The 
climax  is  reached  after  a  stirring  and  dramatic 
struggle  between  two  men  from  which  one  emerges 
victorious  over  destructive  powers.  A  story  with 
more  substance  than  most  novels,  containing  strong 
characterization  and  ample  love  interest. 

Longmans,  Green  &  Co. 

210  Victoria  St.,  Toronto. 
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Where  Beauty  Smiles 

and  Wit  Delights 

There  Miss  Priscilla  Dean  moves  with  "the  youth 
and  freshness  of  a  Grecian  Queen,"  radiating 
gaiety  and  cheerfulness.  How  she  preserves  her 
complexion's  radiant  charm  through  her  long  and 
strenuous  days  of  work  is  here  disclosed  in  her 
own  words: — 

"  I  find  'Winsome'  Toilet  Soap  excellent- 
Winsome  in  name  and  Winsome  in  deed. 
It  is  refreshing  to  use  for  Toilet  and  Bath 
after  the  day's  ivork." 

Sincerely  yours, 

Winsome  is  the  most  delightful  soap  imaginable,  and  a  beauti- 
ful skin  will  result  from  the  following  simple  Winsome  treat- 
ment. Make  a  lather  in  warm  water  with  Winsome  Soap, 
and  massage  every  inch  of  the  face  arid  neck  gently  and 
thoroughly.  Rinse  carefully  and  dry  with  a  soft  towel.  The 
daily  practice  of  this  Winsome  treatment  will  make  the 
skin   naturally  robust,    and  glowing  with  colour  and  beauty. 

Sold  at  all  good  drug  and  department  stores. 


Miss  Priscilla  Dean 

Universal  Star 

V1NOL1A  COMPANY  LIMITED 

Soapmakers  to  H.M.  The  King 
LONDON      PARIS     TORONTO 


Spring  Comes- 


And  the  children,  after  the  lonn; 
winter,  are  once  more  able  to  play 
out-of-doors  late  in  the  lengthening 
afternoons.  Tea-time  sees  them 
run  home  tired  and  hungry.  Then 
let  them  have 

PEANUT 
BUTTER 

on  their  bread.  Give  them  MAC- 
LAREN'S  Peanut  Butter,  the 
most  nourishing,  body-building  and 
appetizing  of  delicacies  and  they 
will  all  say: 

"My,   but  it's  good." 


MacLaren -Wright,   Limited 

Toronto,  Canada 


"General  Wei  Pong-Ping  was  released  lo-day." 

"Daily  Mail,"  March   \5th,   1923. 
Pong-Ping,  great  General,   inspires  this  song 
And  makes  the  Jester's   Pegasus  take  wing. 
Bow  and  kow-tow!      Acclaim  with  brazen  gong 

Pong-Ping. 
For  now  the  child's  swing-swong  will  be  swong-swmg. 
You'll   hear  the  bells  dong-ding  and   not  ding-dong, 
A  sing-song  now  is  bound  to  be  song-sing. 
Since  the  great  General  has  reached  Hong-Kong 
The  Table-Tennis  Club  makes  joy-bells  ring 
Because  he  too  is  camouflaged  Ping-Pong, 

Pong-Ping.  ■ — Cambridge  Granta. 

G— G     G 
If  you're  experiencing  difficulty  in  getting  that  coal,  why  not 
try  the  French  method — Ruhral  Free  Delivery! 

— Pitt  Panther. 

G— G     G 

A  doctor  declares  that  people  may  absorb  enough  poison  to 

kill  them  by  living  in  a  room  newly  papered  and  painted.  Our 

land'ord  has  evidently  decided  that  he  does  not  want  to  run  any 

risks.  — Humorist. 

G     G     G 
Sam — "I  got  down  for  breakfast  early  this  morning,  in  fact 
I  beat  the  landlady  up." 

Lou   (rawther  dumb) — "I  don't  think  that  was  very  nice  of 
you."  — Widow. 

G— G     G 
The   Rev.   Rastus   Jones   will   preach   here-  Sunday,    morning 
and  evening;  after  which  the  church  will  be  closed  for  necessary 
repairs.  — Juggler. 
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BUY  NOW  AND 
MAKE  CERTAIN 
YOU  GET  A  CAR 
AT  THESE  PRICES 

Runabout  $405 
Touring  $445 
Coupe  $695 
Sedan  $785 
Chassis  $345 
TrucK(tei$$495 

TAB. FOBO. DNT.GOV  T.  TAXES  EXTRA 
STARTING  AND  ELECTRIC  LIGHTING 
STANOAOD  EOUIOMCNT  OfJ 
SEDAN  AND  COUPE 


"Can  I  take  you  home,   Bill?" 

"No,  thanks,  I'm  just  waiting  for  the  family. 
They   are  driving   out  for  me." 

"Why  not  buy  a  Ford  Coupe  for  your  per- 
sonal use  and  be  independent  of  the  family? 
You  can  save  the  difference  in  the  time 
you  spend." 


FORD    MOTOR    COMPANY    OF    CANADA,    LIMITED,    FORD,    ONTARIO 
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HIRT 


that  brings 
them  out- 


Every  day  in  every  way 
they're  smoking  better 
and  better. 

And  there  is  no  Auto- 
Suggestion  required. 


It's  the  Kola 

Process  that  does  it 


Over  200   Styles 

to 

select  from. 

Price : 

Kola  Standard 

or 

Kola  Krust 
ONE  DOLLAR 


Every  man  has  the  right  to  be  a  heretic.      But  he  hasn't 
the  right  to  do  it  while  clinging  to  the  benefits  of  orthodoxy. 

— Windsor  Border  Cities  Star. 
G— G— G 
A  typewriter,   driven   by   electricity   and   capable   of   making 

thirty  copies  at  once,  is  the  latest  invention.  And  it  never  wants 
to  stop  in  the  middle  and  powder  its  nose.      — London  Opinion. 

G— G— G 

A  parrot  belonging  to  a  Brighton  lady  recently  got  entang'ed 

for  over  an  hour  in  a  wireless  aerial.  Many  listeners-in  were 
heard  to  declare  the  following  morning  that  they  had  "picked 
up"  a  bargees'  smoking  concert.  — Punch. 

SOME  SONG  STATISTICS 
Compiled  for  1  922 

300,000,000    persons    announced    vocally    that    they    were 
going  back  to  their  homes. 

299.999.998  of  them  had  parents  engaged  in  the  pursuit 
of  agriculture. 

100,000,000  of  them  lived  in  Tennessee. 
1  00,000,000  of  them  lived  in  Dixie. 
99,999,999  of  them  lived  in  Alabam. 
One  of  them  lived  in  Wigan. 
One  person  actually  went  home. 

Two   started   but   missed    die   choo-choo    at     the     Railroad 
Depot. 

299.999.999  of  these  persons  bore  testimony  to  increased 
affection  for  their  maternal  parent. 

The  other  one  was  an  orphan. 

299,999,999  of  them  gave  particulars  of  horticultural  suc- 
cess round  the  front  entrance  of  their  homes. 
The  other  one's  family  lived  in  a  caravan. 
Four  of  them  really  could  sing! 
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GOOD 


MADE 


IN     CANADA 


HPHE  customers  who 
A  buy  Goodyear  Tires 
from  Goodyear  Selected 
Dealers  are  the  most 
important  customers 
these  dealers  have — 
and  are  treated  as  such. 


This  sign  marks  your 
Selected  Dealer — quite 
near  you. 


Goodyear  means  Good  Wear 
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tfjetween  times  ^perfect contentment 

"CANADA  DRY    « 


■of 

UK 


KUGIKGBMf- 


A*    Harf    House    Tuck    and    most    good    shops 


An  Arkansas  woman  has  cremat- 
ed her  husband.  It  seems  unfair  that 
some  should  be  old  maids  while  others 
have    husbands    to    burn. 

— Orange  (Texas)  Leader. 

G— G— G 

Don't  be  discouraged  about  getting 
on  the  front  page.  It  took  King  Tut- 
ankh-Amen  3,200  years  to  get  there, 
but  he  landed  it  at  last. 

— Boston    Transcript 


England  makes  a  mistake  by  send- 
ing statesmen  over  here  to  find  out 
what  our  foreign  policy  is.  She  ought 
to  send  men  from  Scotland  Yard. 

— New   York   Tribune. 

G— G— G 

Egypt  is  to  get  crop  news  from  the 
United  States  by  radio.  This  is  prob- 
ably in  exchange  for  the  news  crop 
we  are  now  getting  from  Egypt. 

— Philadelphia   Inquirer 


A  Reputation — 

for  unvarying  Quality  is  the 
Greatest  Mark  of  Distinction. 

"SALADA" 


H348 


has  given  Matchless  Quality  for  31  years. 
So  Delicious!     Just  Try  It. 


Call  or  write  the 

Jeane  Duncan 
Yarn  Shoppe 

for  the  newest  creations  in  Spring 
and  Summer  Styles  of 

HAND-KNIT 
GARMENTS 

We  have  a  complete  range  of 

MONARCH  YARNS 

always  in  stock.    Ask  for  the 

Monarch  Knitting  Instruction 

Book  No.  1 1 

Jeane  Duncan  Yarn  Shoppe 

235  Yonge  St.,  Toronto 
Careful  Attention   to  Mail  Orders 


"What  music  has  America  given  to 
uplift  the  world?"  inquires  a  cultured 
European.  Well,  there's  the  dinner- 
bell. — Associated  Editors    (Chicago) . 


Are  you  a  Captive? 

If  you  are  a  captive  of  habit 
—spending  thoughtlessly 
w  ithout  making  simple  but 
adequate  provision  for  the 
future — you  lack  liberty  just 
as  much  as  when  physically 
a  captive. 

$10  a  month  invested  in  de- 
pendable investments  will 
with  interest  at6%compound- 
ed  half-yearly  amount  to 
$4  524.07  in  20  years. 

$  25  a  month  to— $11,310.10 

$100  a  month  to— $45, 240. 75 

— goodly  estates 

No:hing  gms  a  man  a  greater 
feeling  of  liberty,  freedom.  Inde- 
pendence, than  the  gradual  accumu- 
lation  of  dependable  investments. 
Suggestions  on  rajuat. 

A E AMES SCO 

DfPtXOABlC    INVCSTMCNTS    -     CSTASLtSMCD   /SO* 

MONTREAL  TORONTO    NEW  TO"* 
VICTORIA. B.C.  CHICAGO.ILL 
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For  That  Subtlest  Moment 


The  family  have  retired,  the  lights  are  low,   the  blinds    are   drawn,   but 
the  young  man  is  bashful.     What  will  serve  to  break  the  ice? 

Nothing  can  be  more  delightful  than  a  box  of  well-chosen  chocolates  and  its 
selection  being  "A  Matter  of  Good  Taste"  it  is  inevitable  that  it  should  be 


PATTERSON'S  PRIVATE  STOCK 

ThatO.H"-. Candy  (?o., 


ypatfc 


crsotv  lan 


TORONTO 


lUmtteb 


28 


Goblin 


Thrills !       Yes, 
Many  of  Them 


A  STORY  that  has  grown,  in  breathless 
suspense ;  at  times  in  a  sense  of 
horror;  always  with  a  turn  of  surprise 
reaches  a  stirring  and  unexpected  denoue- 
ment. No  red-blooded  soul  should  miss 
the  startlingly  unexpected  conclusion  of 
Frank  Packard's  great  mystery  story,  "The 
Four  Stragglers." 

Then  therms  "Dead  Man's  Gold" 

Canada's  premier  humorist,  now  a  movie 
fan,  studies  and  portrays  the  drama  of 
the  screen.  Whether  you  are  a  dyed-in- 
the-wool  movie  addict,  or  whether  you  de- 
light to  use  the  hammer  on  the  world's 
greatest  amusement  business,  you  will  cer- 
tainly enjoy  this  scenario ;  a  conventional 
hair-raiser,  probed  with  the  deft  scalpel  of  ( 
laughter  and  irony. 

For  the  Sedate  Mind  who  likes 

Instruction  in  chunks 

There  are  articles  on  the  feasibility  of  the 
Hudson  Bay  route,  or  the  story  of  modern 
instructional  work  for  the  feeble  minded, 
or  again,  a  vivid,  unconventional  study  of 
one  of  Canada's  most  picturesque  figures, 
the  late  Hon.  Joseph  Martin.  Short  stories 
of  a  novel  character,  or  something  that 
gives  the  same  exhilarating  sense  of 
novelty,  the  political  sketches  of  J.  K. 
Munro,  are  all  to  be  found  in  the  April 
1st  issue. 


Macleans 

1         1  "CANADA'S  NATIONAL  MAGAZINE  " 

EDITOR:    J.   VERNON   McKENZIE,  VARSITY   '09 
ASSOC.  EDITOR:  J.  C.  RUTLEDGE,  VARSITY  '07 

Our     Circulation     Dept.    provides    an    opportunity     for 
profitable    employment     to    any    clean-cut    young    man. 


"Say   it   with  Flowers" 

There  is  sentiment  in  Flowers 
that  the  recipient  appreciates. 


Limited 
8  West  Adelaide  St.,  Toronto,  Canada 

PRICES    AS    LOW    AS    THE    LOWEST    AND 
QUALITY   THE  BEST. 


The  digging  up  of  old  man  Tut 

Has  met  with  some  slight  opposition. 
To  me  it  makes  no  diff'rence,  but 

I'll  add  my  name  to  this  petition: 
There  in  his  Valley  let  him  stay — 

You  wonder  why  I  make  this  prayer?     Oh! 
How  could  I  miss  a  chance  to  say, 

"None  but  the  grave  deserves  the  Pharaoh"? 

— London  Opinion. 
G— G— G 

"Why   was   I   born?" — Dr.     Crane    in     "The    Pall    Mall 
Gazette." 

G— G— G 

The  next  time  we  decide  to  have  a  war,  let's  shop  around  a 
bit  and  see  if  we  can't  find  a  cheaper  one.  — Vancouver  Sun. 

G— G— G 
Spring  poetry  never  will  stoop  to  realism  until  man  invents 
more  words  to  rhyme  with  slush. 

Columbus   died   poor,    being   wholly   ignorant   of   the    lecture 
possibilities  in  the  country  he  had  discovered. 

— Sharon  Herald 

G— G— G 

New   brides-to-be   are   now   giving    their    nances   engagement 

rings.      The  idea  is,  we  suppose,  that  in  these  hustling  days  a 

man  is  so  liable  to  forget  his  engagements.  — Eve. 

G— G— G 
Nobody  seems  to  have  heard  the  cuckoo  this  spring.       We 
understand   that,   owing  to   valvular   trouble,    the   bird   has   had 
some  difficulty  in  adjusting  its  wave-length. 

— Passing  Show. 


Mntborne  3nn 

169  COLLEGE  STREET  (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 


^ 


Phone:  College  9354 

The    handiest   rendezvous   in   Toronto;   just 
across  the  street  from  the  University,  and 
half  way  between  the  residential  and  shop- 
ping districts  of  the  city. 


LUNCHEON     12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
TEA  3.00  to  5.00,  —  a    la    carte 

DINNER  5.30  to  7.00,  — "40  &  G5c. 
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Hair  Stays 
Combed,  Glossy 

"Hair-Groom"    Keeps    Hair 
Combed— Weil-Groomed 


Millions    Use     It — Fine    for    Hair! 
— Not  Sticky,  Greasy  or  Smelly 

A  few  cents  buys  jar  of  "Hair-Groom" 
at  any  drugstore,  which  makes  even 
stubborn,  unruly  or  shampooed  hair  stay 
combed  all  day  in  any  style  you  like. 
"Hair-Groom"  is  a  dignified  combing 
cream  which  gives  that  natural  gloss 
and  well-groomed  effect  to  your  hair 
—  that  final  touch  to  good  dress  both  in 
business  and   on   social   occasions. 

Greaseless,  stainless  "Hair-Groom" 
does  not  show  on  the  hair  because  it  is 
absorbed  by  the  scalp,  therefore  your 
hair  remains  so  soft  and  pliable  and  so 
natural  that  no  one  can  possibly  tell 
you    used    it. 


T  IWSOKS  IN  ?*=LmX 

AR.T 
(h7)Ztlwoopm«£( 

)TOBO»«TC    f^A 


Table  d'Hote  Dii\T\er-*J°o" 
\  Special  Club  Dinner -75?  < 

ORCHESTRA    DAILY    6  to 8p.m. 

Business  Lurycheon- 60< 
Club  Luncheon.- -75< 

>  HOTEL  WAVERLEY  / 

SPADINA  AVE  &  COLLEGE  ST.  /SfJRJ 


TORONTO 


-XP& 


The  Dangerous  Moment 

(Continued  from  page  19) 
shyuh!  Well,  I  wanna  tell  yuh  I 
ush't'  be  a  fireman.  Yezzlr!  UsedY 
be  a  great  h'l  fireman!  Bes'  h'l  fire- 
man in  uh  wurl' !  Hear  th'  old  gong 
go  'clang  lang!'  Jump  outa  bed, 
down  uh  pole  in  two  secun's.  Zowie! 
Up  in  uh  driver's  seat!  Lick  up  th' 
horses !      Whoopee !....' 

He  jumped  off  the  verandah,  dash- 
ed down  the  path,  clambered  up  onto 
the  van,  whipped  up  the  horses  and 
drove  the  madly  swaying  van  down  the 
street  and  out  of  sight. 

I  sank  down  into  a  Morris  chair. 
A  few  drops  of  rain  fell  ominously.  I 
buried  my  head  in  my  hands.  How 
long  I  sat  thus  I  do  not  know.  Sud- 
denly I  heard  a  familiar  voice. 

"Well,  well,'*  it  said,  "quite  a 
moving  spectacle,  what!" 

A  garden  spade  was  near  at  hand. 
Do  you  wonder  that  I  write  this  from 
a  prison  cell? 

G— G— G 

Ruhr  coal  produces  more  heat  than 
any  other  fuel  of  which  we  know. 

— Peoria   Transcript. 
G— G— G 
After  thirty  years  of  digging. 
Years  of  toil,  despair  and  gloom, 
Lord  Carnarvon   found  at  last 
Old  Tutankhamen's  tomb. 
Jewels,  ebon,  gold  were  there, 
With   every   royal   rigging. 
Some  different  from  the  tomb  I'll  get 
After  my  years  of  digging! 

— Jack-o-lantern. 

G— G— G 

Probably  the  principal  reason  for 
Germany's  strenuous  objection  to 
France's  collection  method  is  that  she 
knows  it  will  work. 

— Nashville  Southern  Lumberman. 
G— G— G 

With  the  miners  telling  about  the 
profits  of  the  operators  and  the  oper- 
ators telling  about  the  wages  of  the 
miners,  we  may  yet  discover  why  coal 
costs     so     much. — Boston  Transcript. 

G— G— G 

German  miners  to  whom  the  French 
gave  an  eight-hour  day  now  demand 
nine  hours'  pay.  Sam  Gompers  may 
be  expected  to  point  to  this  as  an- 
other great  triumph  of  American 
ideals.  — Manila    Bulletin. 


W\)t  pluefatrb 

699  SPADINA  AVENUE 

(One  Block  South  of  Bloor) 

Trinity  5691         Open  Sundays 

Have  You  Tried   Our 

Mid-day  Sunday 

Dinner? 


The  Queen's 

TORONTO 
Canada's  Distinctive  Hotel. 


A  Home  when  away 
from  Home. 

Comfort  and  Refinement 

Combined  with 

Moderate  Charges. 

New  Adam  Room  i 

Sorority    and    Fraternity 

Teas,   Dinners   and 

Supper  Dances 

Phone  Manager,   Adel.   2080 
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Wat  Pailn  Jpatt  and  Cwptf r. 


jRON  It),      KRII). 


-SIXTfcEN     PAt.l 


APPEARSSERIOUS 

Official  London,  However, 
El  peels  Kemal  to  Re- 
pudiate Order 

WARSHIPS    ON    SCENE 


French  Would  Evacuate  Ruhr 
For  Forty  Billion  Gold  Marks 


Offer  Said  to  Ho,,-  Been  Made  <■■  !..,,.,.„,  InduttriatuU 
One  Billion  of  Guaranteed  Indemnity  to  be  Paid  Im- 
mediately, If  hereupon  Troop*  Would  be  Withdrawn 
—Conference  to  Arrange  Detail* 


EXPORT  OF  POWER 

:  S.  Fuel    Officials    Con- 
sidering Kmbargo  on 
Anthracite  Coal. 

RETALIATION     FEARED 


MAJORITY  OF  38    Death  Toll  of  Ten  in  Gas  Explosion 

FOR  GOVERNMENT 


King  Cabinet  Sustained  in 

Vote  on  Sub-aniem 

meet  to  Address 


fVencti  Citizens  tn  Alarnv 
Are  Leaving — Few       ,  i 
British    Tbere 


"Merc  Caricature 


Dominion  Now  Receiving' Hoey  Amendment  Deleat- 


Of  Stale  Of  Peace"     2  1  Per  Cent,    of  Total 
Hard  Coal  Staipni 


in  Valve  House  of  Big  Toronto  Plant 

Scores  of  Employes  of  Consumers  Gas  Company  Overcome  When  They  Rushed  It 
Rescue  of  Three  Workmen  Entrapped  in  Building  Killed  With  Carbon  Monoxide 
line-up    OF    croups  —Trapped  Mea  Escape,  bat  Tea  of  Rescuers  Succumb  to  Deadly  Fumes, 

Five  Are  in  Hospitals  and  Others  Are  Being  Treatod  at  Their  Homes. 


LIST  OF  DEAD  AND  INJURED 


r.r, 


Fifty  years  of  news  service 


FOR  fifty  years  The  Mail  &  Empire 
has  steadily  given  the  Canadian 
public  a  newspaper  that  is  in  every 
sense  a  news  paper; 

— news  unbiased  by  personal  pre- 
judices or  propaganda; 

—news  that  is  accurate  and  reli- 
able procured  without  regard  to  cost; 

— news  demanded  by  readers  with 
a  wide  outlook,  covering  the  import- 
ant events  of  the  world,  of  Canada 
and  of  Toronto ; 

— news  that  is  balanced,  propor- 
tioned, unexaggerated,  untinctured 
by  personal  opinions  or  zealotry. 

The  Mail  &  Empire  news  service 
has  helped  to  make  The  Mail  & 
Empire  Canada's  leading  morning 
newspaper. 

Net  paid  circulation  102,337. 

No  other  morning  paper  in  Canada  can 
guarantee  a  net  paid  100,000  circulation,  the 
nearest  being  98,406  as  proven  by  the  last 
report  of  the  Audit  Bureau  of  Circulations. 


Published  for  fifty 
years  at  King  and 
Bay  Sts.,    Toronto 
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You'll  Swear 

By  Them — Never  at  them 

"GUTTA  PERCHA" 

CORD  TIRES 

Put  joy  in  motoring;  practically  eliminate  tire  trouble;  save  your 
disposition  and  your  temper. 

"  Go  as  far  as  you  like  on  Gutta  Percha  Tires  " 

GUTTA  PERCHA  &  RUBBER,  LIMITED 

Head  Offices  &  Factories,  Toronto 


The  blue-law  advocates  fain  would  make  Sunday  a  day  of 
arrest.  — New   York   Telegraph. 

History  will  doubtless  make  it  plain  that  the  Ruhr  invasion 
was  preceded  by  the  Ruhr  evasion.  — Boston  Herald. 

Looking  at  Germany  with  Russia  now  behind  her,  the  whole 
thing  is  so  transparent  that  it's  small  wonder  France  sees  Red. 

— Manila  Bulletin. 


Money   may  talk,   but  it  is  certainly  not   speaking  German 
these  days.  — Asheville   Times. 

It   is   supposed   that   the   Storks   had    a   grudge    against   the 
Cranes.  — Punch. 

France  handled  the  pick  of  the  German  army ;  it  is  much 
more  difficult  to  handle  the  pick  of  the  German  miner. 

— Woodstock   (Ont.)   Sentinel-Review. 
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the  "man  with  the  silver  hair  and  the  boy's  face." 

Robert  Simpson,  who  is  the  author  of  "The  Bight  of  Benm," 
and  "Swamp  Breath,"  knows  how  to  write  a  story  that  is 
purely  recreational  in  its  intent.  "The  Gray  Charteris"  is  a 
better  adventure  story  than  the  average,  but  it  has  a  few  short- 
comings which  detract  from  its  value. 

The  plot  at  times  is  somewhat  obscure  and  many  of  the 
incidents  seem  poorly  motivated.  Things  are  continually  hap- 
pening to  bewilder  the  reader.  One  almost  wishes  to  put  the 
puzzle  aside.  Again  one  suspects  at  times  that  the  semi-deified 
Gray  Charteris  is  in  reality  a  bit  of  a  bully  imposing  on  the 
childishness  of  the  blacks. 

Nevertheless,  it  is  very  exciting  in  spots  and  the  jungle 
atmosphere  is  laid  on  with  a  prodigal  hand. 

THE  WORLD   IN    FALSEFACE.      By    George    Jean 


PLAYER'S 

NAVY   CUT 

.     CIGARETTES 


Nathan, 
$2.75. 


Toronto:        The    Macmillan   Company,   publishers. 


This  volume,  the  work  of  the  well-known  American  dra- 
matic critic,  is  a  compendium  of  extracts,  ranging  from  single 
sentences  and  paragraphs  to  essays  of  three  or  four  thousand 
words,  all  culled  from  the  pages  of  that  extraordinary  mag- 
azine, "The  Smart  Set,"  which,  together  with  Mr.  H.  L. 
Mencken,  Mr.  Nathan  edits. 

Mr.  Nathan  is  a  phrase-maker,  an  epigrammarian.  We 
suspect  that  at  times  he  sacrifices  accuracy  and  uncoloured  ob- 
servation for  the  sake  of  giving  a  sentence  a  neat  twist,  or  a  para- 
graph an  added  verve.  At  any  rate,  if  this  be  his  aim,  he  suc- 
ceeds admirably,  for  his  writing  shines  and  sparkles  like  none  Q^ttad  Tin 
other  of  its  kind.      Mr.   Nathan  has,  in  brief,  the  unique  dis-  »         v 

tinction  of  being  in  a  class  by  himself. 


"Real  Satisfaction 


Package 


of  10  -  2<y 

20  -     35? 
SO  -     90* 
lOO-$1.7S 


THE  BOY  GREW  OLDER.— By  Heywood  Brown, 
New  York:  G.  P.  Putnam's  Sons,  Publishers. 

Still  another  exposition  of  the  futility  of  attempting  the  im- 
possible, of  placing  the  square  peg  in  the  round  hole  and  ex- 
pecting permanently  satisfactory  results.  Around  the  lives  of 
Peter  Neale,  dean  of  American  sporting  writers,  and  his  son, 
Peter  Neale,  Jr.,  Heywood  Brown  has  built  one  of  the  best 
newspaper  stories  ever  written.  Peter's  cherished  ambitions  from 
the  earliest  moments  of  his  son's  life  are  that  his  celebrated  syndi- 
cated articles  shall  be  continued  by  Junior.  It  is  in  the  inev- 
itable frustration  of  these  plans  that  the  author  shows  himself  a 
master  of  pathos.  Brown  is,  himself,  essentially  a  newspaper 
man  and  he  writes  as  an  observer  of  life,  not  as  a  weaver  of 
idyllic  romance. 

As  a  "newspaper  story"  it  has  few  equals.  Being  one  of 
New  York's  outstanding  journalistic  figures,  he  knows  the  game. 
He  treats  of  it  realistically,  eliminating  entirely  the  customary 
twaddle  linking  the  conventional  murder,  the  beautiful  girl- 
suspect,  the  stupid  detective,  the  dead  man's  nefarious  secre- 
tary (the  real  perpetrator  of  the  crime),  and  the  brilliant  metro- 
politan reporter,  who,  single-handed,  solves  the  crime. 

"The  Boy  Grew  Older"  is  on  an  entirely  different  plane. 
We  know  of  no  other  book  with  which  it  might  be  classed,  Mr. 
Brown  has  put  himself  into  it;  not  merely  in  his  hero,  but  in 
almost  all  of  his  characters  there  is  something  of  the  snap,  wit 
and  whimsicality  of  the  columnist. 
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pure  JAEGER  wool 

FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 
For  Men,  Women  and  Children 


SWEATERS 

GOLF  HOSE 

OVERCOATS 

CAPS 

WAISTCOATS 

SCARVES 


BATHING  SUITS 

HOSIERY 

GLOVES 

DRESSING  GOWNS 

UNDERWEAR 

SLIPPERS 


Blankets,  Travelling-  or  Motor  Rugs,  Sleeping 
Bags  and  numerous  novelties  of  finest  pure 
wool. 

Catalogue  mailed  free  upon  application. 

"The  Jaeger  Shops' 

Retail  Selling  Agents 

MILTON'S  LIMITED 

84  Yonge  St.  707  Yonge  St. 

At  King  At  Bloor 
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NEWSPAPER  HEADLINE: 

MISTAKES  BROTHER 
FOR  BURGLAR 

Shoots  him  in  the  dark 


Eveready  Flashlights 

take  the  danger  out  of  darkness. 

For  sale  at  electrical,  drug,  hard- 
ware and  Sporting  Goods  stores, 
auto  accessory  shops  and  garages. 


eVEREADy 

FLASHLIGHTS 

&  BATTERIES 

•for  Safety's  sake 
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THE  RED  REDMAYNES.— By  Eden  Philpotts. 
ronlo:      The  Macmillan  Company,  Publishers.     $2.00. 

Embodying  all  the  thrills  found  in  the  most  lurid  of  yellow- 
backs but  handled  in  the  inimitably  graceful  style  of  Philpotts 
and  interspersed  with  beautiful  descriptive  passages,  this  work 
is  a  unique  addition  to  one  of  the  most  attractive  fields  of  fiction. 


PERFECT  BEHAVIOUR.—  By  Donald  Ogden  Stewart. 

Toronto:  McClelland  and  Stewart,  Publishers.      $2.00. 

To  our  mind  Mr.  Stewart  is  the  Abou  Ben  Adhem  of  Amer- 
ican humourists.  This  perfect  burlesque  on  the  perfect  be- 
haviour prescribed  by  the  books  of  etiquette  is  wholly  worthy 
of  him  and  is,  if  anything,  even  better  than  its  predecessor, 
"A  Parody  Outline  of  History." 


prf  Terence." 


[rlcnnaGJostutttP 
dorapatnj 

Sljcafrkal  Supplies 
Masquerade  and  Carnival 

Costumes  for  Hire. 
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KINO  STREET.  WEST. 
TORONTO.  ONTARIO 


TCLC  PHONE 
ADCLAIOE.- 
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THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St., 


Tel.  N.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


The  mark  Edison 
Mazda,  on  a  lamp 
is  your  guarantee 
that  you  are  pur- 
chasing a  pro- 
duct, the  most 
perfect  science 
has  thus  far  de- 
veloped. 
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The  Parly  After  the  Party"- 


The  strains  of  the  music  still  sing  in  her  ears ;  her  pulses  beat  to 
its  rhythm,  her  cheeks  are  aglow.  So,  flushed  and  happy,  she  slips  into 
her  mother's  room  to  live  through  the  evening  again. 

They  are  very  rich,  those  after  hours — when  the  hearts  of  mothers 
and  daughters  draw  close,  and  sons  discover  that  fathers  are  pals.  A 
friendly  lamp  invites  confidence.  In  every  such  family  party  it  plays 
its  silent  part. 

You  have  noticed  how,  on  the  stage,  a  gloomy  room  is  changed 
into  a  cheerful  room  by  merely  rearranging  the  lights. 


Your  Edison  Mazda  lamp  dealer  knows  some- 
thing of  the  application  of  the  stage  manager's 
art  to  the  home.  He  will  tell  you  which  Edison 
Mazda  lamp  will  light  each  room  of  your  home  to 
make  your  comfort  greater  and  your  work  easier. 
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